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Author's Notes: 


Mine and bottomjesus's ocs Webster Falconer and Gabriel Fractal from Hawks € Doves. 


"Gabriel you know why, it's the same reason we can't have children-" 
"Is it because we're both men?" 

I no~" 

"Because | got my plumbing taken out?" 


"No, no its because you know we cant always be there to look after and care for someone if were always gone 


or on the road.. I'm not home six months out of the year, its irresponsible and | won't subject a living thing to 


that neglect." 


"Webster we've discussed your daddy issues before. | just think that a pet would be nice and I've always 


wanted a dog. Maybe we could get like a therapy animal, you know to help with your depression 
‘| am not depressed. | do not get sad." 


"Well we did see that doctor and it seems like you're just so angry all the time. It could help, itd help me by 


making me happy and | know how you love to make me happy.” 


Its a 10, 20 year full time commitment though, we can't just send it back to the pound when it becomes 


inconvenient." 


"| guess you're right.. | don't think I'm ready for that." Gabe's resolve crumbled like a granola bar at the 
bottom of a backpack. 


Webster felt guilty but lit up as he got an idea, "We could just window shop though, visit a shelter and play 


with the animals there. Like a vacation almost." 
"Oh that's a great ideal Let's go!" 
"Wait right now? | was talking hypothetically..." 


"Well you're not busy right now, let's not wait around any longer til when you arel" He grabbed his keys and 
rushed out to the car leaving Webster to hurriedly flip through the yellow pages for an animal shelter 


anywhere near them. 


They'd never owned pets growing up in their rundown shotgun, what with mama working all the time and 
mémère had no patience for such loud dirty things, it was bad enough having two out of control children 
making enough noise for a city block. The closest Webster had ever come to having a pet was periodically 
leaving out food for the stray cats that would snake along the streets at night, rooting through the 
dumpsters, enticed by the reek of fish guts and crawfish shells. He liked animals, he supposed, but living in a 
city all your life you became somewhat divorced from them as a concept- nothing wild save the pigeons and 


the rats and the roaches. 


Everything had its place, that place just wasn't in his life. It sounded like every animal in the complex started 
baying at once as they stepped in, a cacophony of zoological upset. Several dogs jumped rattling their cages, 
barking, some in excitement others aggressively, Webster freezing in the doorway. Meanwhile Gabe ran ahead, 
eagerly talking to one of the staff about visiting with the animals and renting out their services for the day. 
"Yes, well we're not actually here looking to adopt, just borrow them for a little bit, no no, not fostering. Just 
for the day. See we're musicians so we can't keep them- famous musicians? Why, yes, I'd say so, you've never 
heard of me... | don't think so you've probably heard of us, Hawks € Doves? Fingertips? Tropic of Capricorn? 
Darkness in the Light? Intimate Distance? Damn and Hellfire? Wanweird? No, well you'd know us if you heard it, 
I'm their keyboardist, we're very famous." he huffed. 


The girl at the counter gormlessly stared at him should he be some frenzied delusional idiot blathering on 
about empty excuses not to pick up dog shit. "Ya | guess | could like let you out into the run. But don't get 
mad if someone gets bit. Balls and.. whatever, by the door," she limply gestured, plastic bangles rattling against 


each other. 


Gabe eagerly sifted through the greyish tennis balls crusted in dried slobber and houndteethed frisbees, finding 
something relatively clean to get unforgivably filthy in a manner of minutes. As he moved towards the gate, a 
few dogs circled closer, others keeping their distance suspicious of this intruder. Once inside their domain, a 
large malamute unsuited in every way for city life in southern California immediately trotted over and shoved 
its snout into his crotch. "OH! Why.. erm, hello there,’ he gingerly attempted to shove the snuffling beast 
away. Any politeness was lost on the creature engrossed in its own very forward hello til he finally shoved it 
away, grimacing at the mess it made of his jeans and the forest of white hairs stuck to his inner thighs. Jeez, 
this was worse than the time he'd been frisked at the airport for ‘suspicious bulges’, who knew dogs were so 


judgemental. 


He tossed a ball limply, hoping for a moment to gather himself as they invariably chased after it. It fell 
uninspiringly into the dirt, a few feet away before rolling to a short stop, the dogs rather watching to see 
what this odd human did next. Gabe found himself surrounded by waggy tails and nosy snouts, and 
disappointment, that this one didn't have any food. "Webster! Come here and save me, l'm being attacked." 


Looking around he'd noticed he wasn't outside, and hadn't moved from where he left him. Staring at the german 
shepherd barking and snapping behind its cage. One set off the others, all incensed and mindlessly chomping at 
the bit to get out, to get at him. No sense or morality, just animal instinct. He wasn't welcome here either. 
Gabe waved through the window but gauging no reaction, shoved his way back in. "Web, didn't you hear me 
calling, c'mon outside. Relax a little," he tossed him a ball, which he failed to catch, falling short of his feet. 


Coming closer he picked it up again, bouncing it off his broad chest. "C'monnn, play with me. What are you 
afraid of" 


"Dogs," he stiffly replied. 

Gabe picked up the tennis ball again and blinked at him, "Ha- what, seriously?" 

Webster glared back, as one did when they were clearly joking. 

"What even of the little ones?" Gabe smirked, "You're what, twice as big as the meanest one in here, they're 
not going to hurt you. | don't know how you could look at these guys and even think that. Everybody loves 
dogs." 

‘I'd just rather not okay. l'm here for you, you go enjoy yourself," he stated, rubbing his arm, hoping his well- 
intentioned yet ill-advised husband would kindly fuck off for a second and not try to cure him with exposure 


therapy or some other rash pseudoscience. Of course he'd make fun of him for it, he should've expected it. 


Put up a tough guy persona for long enough and soon as the opportunity comes along to poke holes in it you're 


a sham. Even spiders, which were truly significantly less dangerous, would've probably been more 
understandable, maybe a giggle but there still would have been some sympathy there. Tell people you're 
terrified of their malted teacup terrier jumping on you and not only are you a joke but a terrible person At 
the root of it, it was the big ones, police dogs, loud rows of sharp teeth attached to a person who'd chosen to 
weaponize another animal, but phobias were funny like that, how they spread and mutated without any regard 


to whether this fear was reasonable or justified or even rational. 


Gabe nagged at his shirt insistent, "But... puppies" 
Webster narrowed his amber eyes at him and stormed off in silence. 


"HEY! I'll hold your hand if you want!" he shouted uselessly. ".Bastard.." So when he said ‘no pets' that had been 
a very hard ‘no’. It was so difficult making Webster happy, why wouldn't he fuck up something as simple as 
‘let's go play with some cute animals’. At least the dogs wanted to see him, they just about knocked Gabe over 
as he came back, still without treats. Wendel would've let him get a dog. Wendel also never went anywhere or 
did anything, he could take care of it for him, and complain how it got hairs all over his oil paintings. 
Everybody'd be happy. Except Webster, who'd probably claim a pet rock was too high maintenance while he 
polished and tuned his 20 piece drumkit and paid to send it to college. 


Which was fine, he didn't need him getting loved, licked, frisked, nipped, scratched, scuffed, scraped, barked at, 
drooled on.. And his favorite button up shirt too- which was really only slightly nicer than his least favorite 
shirt, his wardrobe a beacon of suburban male mediocrity. He stood up and dusted himself off, alright, this 
had been enough animal exposure for one day. Swatting another dog away from the carton of cigarettes in his 


back pocket, Gabe headed indoors to their dismay. What a tease. 


The lobby was empty again save for the apathetic receptionist reading a folded over Cosmo with a Lucky 
Strike dangling from her lip. So the grouch had gone to sit in the car rather than lighten up and live a little, 
except, when he opened the door, he wasn't there. "Excuse me, did you see which way my partner went | can't 


find him," Gabe leaned over the counter. 

"Who?" came the heavy-lidded response. 

He furrowed his brows and gesticulated, "The big black guy | came in here with? Kind of hard to miss, did he 
leave or is he hiding here somewhere? The dogs bark every time the door opens, you would've noticed 
something.” 

"Uhhh | dunno, maybe like, check the back?" 


"You've been so much help," he grumbled walking down the hall. 


Okay so maybe she was right, but even a broken clock was right twice a day. Webster had huddled up in a 


smaller room lined with cages, hunched over and facing the wall Oh no he was mad wasn't he, Gabe grimaced, 


delicately opening the door. "Hey um, sorry if you were upset by me bringing you here or anything | might've 
said. We can leave if you're ready." 


"Just give me a second," he softly replied. He didn't sound mad though, or hurt. Getting to his feet, he held a 
small black shape in his arms, its yellow eyes staring up and meowing at him as he put it back in its place. 
There was a gentle tenderness to his movements, careful not to disturb the animals as he left. 

'So.. you're a cat person are you?" he smirked watching. 

"What? No," Webster protested, smiling slightly. 

"But if you had to choose." 

‘I'd say l'm a people person" 


"Are you now." 


